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Got No Shame 


Author's Notes: 

In 2009, on the final show of their tour with The Scorpions, the Alice Cooper band, men and women, donned 
their best outfits and performed as back-up dancers for The Scorpions. Except one of the men didn\'t wear 
his dress. . . why? 


The ponytails had been perfect earlier in the night, shy of bare shoulders to make them prominent, strong but 
elegant. With jeans and shirt, they look like a hairstyle better suited for the playground, not befitting at all for 


a grown adult. 


Once inside the hotel room he hooks his fingers into the elastics. Two easy pulls and his hair is free, hanging 


past his shoulder with two telltale kinks on either side of his head. 


All hotel rooms look alike, or at least they're designed by the same unimaginative designer. The furniture may 
be different, the bedspread print the same in every room until one reaches the upper echelon of suites for 
one hotel, never replicated in another, but in the end every room in every hotel has at least a bed and a 


dresser. No matter the layout of the room, that monotony allows the dim streetlight barely filtering in 


through the curtains to let him sidestep injury until he reaches his bed. 
"Don't move." 


It's barely a whisper, but he lunges up and away, tripping over his feet and undone laces. He's steady though 
as he twists his gaze towards a chair that should be empty. 


There shouldn't be anyone in his hotel room. He doesn't give his key out to anyone. If Alice needs to talk to 
him, he'll let him straight in. The same open-door policy extends to all of his bandmates, but not fans, and 
certainly not women with legs that expose that much skin. "Get out," he orders, swinging his finger from 


woman to floor to door. 
She shakes her head, licking her lips in a way that makes his dry. "Why?" 


"| don't know who you are, which indicates well enough | didn’t invite you here," he counters. Thick lashes droop 
in a way that gives him hope, guilt pulling her to her feet. Rather than follow his finger she approaches him. 
"Out now." 


Closer now he can make out the angles of her face, striking against dark wavy locks. "Don't you want to know 
me?" Its that same breathy voice, which has him wondering how long she's been sitting in the dark with a fan 
that doesn't know whether it wants to run hot or cold. 


He laughs, unlike her quiet tones. "Not at all." 


Her hand sneaks it's way to his wrist, surprising him with the strength it possesses, rough finger pads 
brushing along the sensitive flesh of the inside of his forearm. "Are you sure about that Damon?" 


Her purr and glossy lips are distracting, more so when he flinches and a lazy curl of a smirk begins. A glance 
to her hand confirms what he's felt, strong fingers that are out of place on most women. All of her looks 
solid, though her dress is fitted in all the right ways to soften it. He ignores the matter of the short hemline, 
because tight thighs that look perfect shouldn't be on his mind. He shouldn't be thinking that way, but his 
thoughts keep merrily bumping along, rolling around each turn of his brain, especially as he tries to take in her 
curves without much success. There is something decidedly off about this. She's still standing in his room, this 
unconventional woman who's quiet but expectant, waiting for his next course of action. The thing is, and 


damned if he knows why, it's so familiar that he should know what to do. 


"Are you any closer to figuring me out?" And there - there it is, in her soft spoken ways. There is no accent 
to smile over, besotted by every country and region they visit. Her clear English, effortlessly going from slow 
and smooth to teasing and lilting. Who the hell is she, and who has she collaborated with to take the piss out 
of him? 


In a flash it makes so much sense that Chuck hadn't been out with them at the bar. 


"Okay Chuck, joke's over! | know its you, so come out!" Damon steps away from her, gaze searching the whole 


room but his bandmate isn't in sight. 


He walks past her as she steps into his path. The only other place Chuck would be is the bathroom. He swings 
the door open, swatting on the switch. Damon's the one left blinking against the wattage, but even when his 
vision clears, Chuck isn't there. "Chuck, where are you?" He twists around to turn on the main room light, but 


she takes care of that. "Thanks," he mutters, walking past her again. 
"Not a problem." 


He slows to a stop, his foot dragging into the carpet. Eyes widening then closing, his shoulders sink. He's 


stunned into silence for a minute until he finds his voice. "So you did find a dress." 
"Yeah." The voice starts from behind, winding its way to in front of him. "Do you like it?" 


He lifts his gaze slowly, not so much shy but shamed that it took him as long as it did to figure it out. She - 
no, Chuck stands before him, that half-smirk no more, but a full one. Chuck does a lazy turn for him, giving 
the opportunity to inspect the dress from all sides. "You said you couldn't find one that fit you," Damon 


counters. 


"| couldn't find a skimpy enough dress to fit me for the stage," he corrects him, and Damon will give him that. 
The full-length sleeves and the high neckline wouldn't have been approved for their back-up dance routine. 
"And l'Il admit, | don't think anyone would have wanted to see me in a dress. Alice alone would have traumatised 


them, if not both of us." 


"So why now?" Damon asks, brushing past Chuck to seat himself once again on his bed. This time his shoes 


come off. 


"To find out if it would have been worth it." He approaches the bed, remarkably smooth on his heels. "I know 
l'm not as convincing as Keri, or Jimmy, but what do you think?" The snort of laughter from under Damon's 
hair is answer enough, one that he expects, though he's hoping for actual words. Rather than wait, he moves 
on to his next answer. "And | want an audience of one, because you almost looked disappointed with me this 


afternoon.” 


"We were supposed to do it as a group, and you wound up wearing neon green tights and. . . well, | don't know 
what the other things were, but they looked ugly." He pulls off his jacket, throwing it towards the chair that 
Chuck had been sitting in. 


‘I'm making up for it now," Chuck points out, squaring his hips. He knows they're right before Damon's gaze, if 
he actually makes an effort to look at him. 


"You make it sound like I've been waiting for this," he mutters. Admittedly, he did want to see what Chuck 


would have been like on stage, dancing with them in some black slinky number, but only for the hilarity factor. 


He isn't at all interested in actually doing anything with him while he's wearing a dress. 
"I sat in your room for two fucking hours. | wanted you to see me. | dressed up for you only.’ 


Looking up at last, Damon exhales roughly through his nose, considering the image before him. With the lights 
on, there is no way for Chuck to look like an attractive woman, or even an unconventional woman, He's just a 
guy wearing a vintage dress, which is clever in its own way. His tattoos are all covered up by sleeves that 
come down a little past his wrist, tapering out from the elbow to disguise strong forearms. The neckline is 
short, a small scoop to dip past collarbones, and the body of the dress is also tapered, A-line as Calico would 
call it. "You are an ugly woman," he remarks, unable to keep the thought to himself anymore, though his hands 
are all too willing to squeeze Chuck's bare thighs. 


"Too bad, that's all you're getting tonight" Lips are still glossy, teeth white and flashing for a second before 
knees are in the bedspread, bringing them together for a fast kiss. 


Ordinarily he would snarl his fingers into his hair, kiss him harder, but this fantasy he didn't have, still doesn't 
have damn it, has him torn. As Chuck already mentioned, he is a woman, or at least for all appearances, with 
long wavy hair, make-up and a dress. Chuck likes to be yanked around, but... she deserves better. His hand 
smoothes down her back, easing her to sit in his lap. Luckily she is smaller than him, by height, though he 
wouldn't be surprised if they weighed close to the same, not that a woman would ever to admit to her real 


weight. 


The fabric is soft, but skin underneath the sleeves feels even better, soft but textured enough to know that 

this is real, not some done up fake woman. Restraining herself into some clich, is the last thing on her mind as 
she breathes out loudly, not some faint sigh of pleasure. She chases after his tongue with her own, eager but 
letting him lead, which he willingly does, arm snaring her to drag her closer, her shifting hips moving over his 

lap in all the right ways. Her hands are rough enough that as they slide up under his shirt he arches up into 

them, the same curl of hips that she started. 


"Are you sure about me now?" she asks, biting on his ear. It has Damon moaning like she wants him to, pulling 


her down as he rocks his hips as best as he can while seated 


"What do you think?" If his thoughts weren't clear the first time, they are now, his hands drifting away from 
arms to stomach, rubbing slowly, thumbs darting further down to tease below her pelvis. Smiles are fleeting 


before lips are occupied again, gauging pulses and nipping and sucking to get them racing higher. 


His shirt is on the floor by the time she's raking fingers over his chest, scraping as she nips at his ear again 
His hands are under her dress, and he almost laughs as he finds silk, but she stops it short, sucking as she 
pinches his nipple. Lesson learned, and she continues teaching as she eases back on her knees, far enough for 
her lips to go where her fingers had been Button and zipper are undone in record time, fingers deft as she 
pulls one layer of fabric aside, reaching past the second to grip him firmly. Everything is fleeting despite the 
solidness of her hand, teasing him, never giving him what he needs, only working him up further. Off of the 
bed, knees in the carpet, her mouth dips to his stomach, sucking when she wasn't flicking her tongue over his 


skin, eventually reaching the fabric that he wants out of the way. his impatience must be visible, for she 
smirks, getting him to lift his legs and ass long enough to peel jeans and underwear enough out of the way 
before going to town What remains of her lip gloss shines dully in the corners of her lips, somehow smug 
despite the obvious use that remains her priority, though darkly lined eyes (Has he been taking lessons from 
Alice?) peer up at him knowingly. 


"Fuck," he grounds out, tongue squeezing along veins, fingers barely keeping him steady. Hollowed cheeks and 
tireless tongue work him every which way, relenting one second before urging his fingers into her hair, almost 
holding her head down as she sinks further. 


She's as far down as she could go when she unexpectedly rises, all the way to her feet, climbing back onto the 
bed, his cock free but demanding to be back inside her. Judging by how she's grinding against him, that's what 
she wants to. His hands sweep back up under her dress, gripping her ass before sliding under her panties, 


ready to hook them with his fingers and pull them off. 


"Do it," she demands, twisting her hips to get his fingers to reach where she needs them. Fast breath has the 
muscle relaxing then tensing, but he thumbs along, teasing the surface, eventually thrusting inside her to get a 


cry. 


It doesn't last long, their patience and their willingness to wait. Throwing her panties to the floor (Really? Yes, a 
quick glance confirms that the red piece of fabric is what he thinks it is), he smothers a laugh by mouthing 
along her neck, silencing himself from whoever might be sleeping in the next room as he pushes up into her, 
steadying her just enough by hands that don't want to let go. Neither does she, latching onto his arms, riding 
him hard as she kisses him hungrily. Slowing her down, steadying either one of them would be foolish, this 
being what he wants, hands dragging her into every movement, one pressed to the small of her back, the 


other tangled carefully in her hair. 


It takes a good amount of wiggling and twisting, hands more demanding than helpful, but they manage to flip 
their positions, Damon on top of her as they migrate further up their bed. He's more in control, not that she 
isn't willing to give it up, back and neck arching with every thrust, his and hers, neck already showing what will 
be marks the next day. His hands also have more room to play, roaming over her thighs, up over bunched 
fabric of her waist, squeezing and pulling on anything he can reach. Everything pulls a breathless cry out of 
her, lips parted and contorting. Her head tilts further back as he tugs more on her hair. She doesn't try to 
stop him or twist away to lessen the pull, she lets the dark curls shift further back, eventually a tangled 


mess on the pillow, leaving Chuck grinning up to him. 


The act might be gone, a farce at an end, the curtain has dropped, but they continue, intermission nothing 
more than a second's worth of hesitation Heels in the bedspread help to lever hips, snapping up to his 
forcefully, spurring him back on. Teeth find lips, sometimes tongues, other times ears or necks. Words from 
earlier are replaced by base sounds, always screaming out need. Hands help to carry out the message, though 


by the point that Damon's delivered, he's fairly sure the rest of the floor didn't want to know it. 


Flopping back first to the bed, belatedly wiggling his legs out of jeans and underwear, he eyes the fully dressed 


man beside him. One knee pointed to the ceiling in order to give Damon the room to sprawl out, he pulls it 
down, giving him a clearer view of what Chuck is doing, even if the skirt hides part of it. His arm is working 
fast but Damon knocks it and hand aside to help him along. Four strokes later and Chuck sinks down entirely, 
relief and pleasure palpable through his whole body. 


"You want your panties back?" Damon asks, unable to help himself, smirking before Chuck does. 

"They were quite comfortable, very.. soft.” 

"Kinky bastard” 

"Says the guy who didn't stop me," Chuck counters, laughing as he straightens his legs, but doesn't attempt to 
smooth down the dress along his thighs. Damon takes that responsibility as his own, though continues to look 
over the dress, almost contemplative. "Is there something l'm missing here? You're looking at me as if you're 
expecting something else." 

"Why did you do this?" he asks, not for the first time, even if it's the only time he's asked it aloud, 

"| felt like it," he replies, shoulder brushing the bed in what's meant to be a shrug. 

"And you didn't feel like it when it was all of us on stage?" 

Twisting a little, unaware of the wig as it tries to reattach itself to the back of his head, Chuck studies him 
quietly, trying to find the reasons behind the question, whether there's an answer that he wants out of him. 
Damon's curious, but keeps his face carefully blank aside from that. "| know we're all supposed to be crazy on 


stage, it's a prerequisite to join the band, but. .. | didn't want to do it for no good reason" 


"And I'm a good reason?" Its a compliment, or at least he takes it as one, expression less calculating as he sets 


his head down on the other pillow, and more satisfied, quietly happy. 
"| was waiting in your room for you," Chuck points out, one corner of his mouth turning up. 


He reaches for Chuck's head, brushing along his ear before snaring the wig, working to secure it back into 


place. "How long are you keeping the dress for?" 


"As long as you want me to keep it for." The cocky tone turns silent once the wig fits perfectly. Smudged 
eyeliner completes the look as she looks up through her eyelashes. "Do | get to stay for the night?" 


